Them oft Lamentable Tragedy 

Poore Bajfietnus here lies murthered. 

Tamora. Then all too late I bring this fatall writ,' 
The complot of this timelefle T ragedic. 

And wonder greatly that mans face can fold , 

In plealing fmiles fuch murderous tyrranie. 

She giueth Saturnine a letter. 

Saturnisms reads the letter, 

• 

tSfnd if wee mijfe to meete him bandfomche^ 

Sweet huntfman ,Baffianus tis wo weave. 

Doe thou fo much as dig thegrauefor him, 
y h on kvotyft our meaning looke for thy reward, 
nAmoagtbe Nettle sat the Elder tree. 

Which oner fhades the mouth of that fame pit. 

Where we decreedtoburte Bnflianus, 

Doe this andpurcboje vs thy lafttng friends . 

King, Oh Tamora was cuer heard the like., 

This l$the pit, &nd this the Elder tree, 

Looke Sirs if you can fr de die huntfman out. 

That lhouldhaue murcliered Tfaffiatwt here, 

Aren. My gratious Lord herds the bag ofgold. 
King, Two of thy whelps, fell curs of bloody kinde* 
Hauehere bereft my brother cf his life: 

Sirs drag them from the pit vntoche prifon, 

T here let them bide vntillwe hauc deuifd, 

Some neuerhardoftortering paine for them, 

Tam, What are they in this pit, Oh wondrous thing! 
How cafily murder is difeouered. 

T itus, HighEmperour, vpon my feeble knee, 

I beg this boone,with teares not lightly filed. 

That th is fell fault ofmy accuried fonnes, 

Accurfed , ifthe faults bepraud in them. 

Hit bc.prottde,you fee it is apparaat. 


of T itus Andronicus* 

\VliO found tins lcttcr,T4»?<sr^ was it you? 

'\amoya. si- dronicus bimfclfe did take it vp, 
f ttus, i did my Lord, yet let me be their baile, 
p^r by my Fathers reuerent toombf I vovve, 
fhey (liallbe ready at yourhighnes will, 
r j’o anfwere their fufpition with their Hues. 

King* Thou fhaltnot baile thcm.fee thou follow me. 
Some bring the murthered body, fom e the murtherers. 
Let them notfpeakeavvord theguiltis plaine, 

For by my foule,were there worfc end than death, 
fh.it end vpon them fhould be executed, 
camera , eAndronicus I will intreat the King, 
feare not thy fonne',they fhall doe well enough , 

T itus* Come L#a«tcom e , flay not to talke with them* 

Enter theEmfrejfe fonttci with Lm'miA, her handes 
cut offhand her tongue cut out rauifht , 

Dcnte, So now gotellandifthy tongue can fpcake. 
Who twas that cut thy tongue and rauifht thee. 

Chi, VVritcdownethymir.de bewray thy meaning fo, 
Jr,d if thy llumpes will let thee play the Icribe, 

Dense, See how with ligne s and tokens fh e can fcrowlcj 
Chi , Goe home, call for fweet water wafh thy hands. 
Denset. She hath no tongue to call, nor hands to wafli* 
And lo lets leaue her to her filent walkcs, 

Chi. Andtweremy caufe,I fhould goehangmyfelfc. 
Dmet, If thou hadft hands to helpc thee knit the corde. 
Exeunt, 

Enter May cut from hunting, 

Whois this,myNeccethatfliesawayfofaft, 

Cofcn a word, where is your hufbandt 
Kl doe dreaiue would all my wealth would wake me* 
Ea I 
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